84                PAOLO AND FRANCESCA
FRANC.                  Paolo! I thought you now
Gone into battle dim, far, far away.
PAO. And seems it strange that I should come,
then?
FRANC.     No,
It seems that it could not be otherwise.
PAO. I went indeed; but some few miles from
hence
Turned, and could go no further.   All this night
About the garden have I roamed and burned.
And now, at last, sleepless and without rest,
I steal to you,
FRANC.         Sleepless and without rest!
PAO. It seemed that I must see your face again
Then nevermore; that I must hear your voice,
And then no more; that I must touch your
hand,
Once.   No one stirs within the house; no one
In all this world but you and I, Francesca.
We two have to each otter moved all night.